2i8           THE SENSE OF BEAUTY

to us again and again in ever fuller
measure, even if the flow of it be sometimes
suspended.

We ought then to train and practise our
sense of beauty, not selfishly and luxuriously,
but so that when the dark hour comes it may
help us to realise that all is not lost, may
alleviate our pain by giving us the know-
ledge that the darkness is the interruption,
but that the joy is permanent and deep and
certain.

Thus beauty, instead of being for us but
as the melody swiftly played when our
hearts are high, a mere momentary ray,
a happy accident that befalls us, may
become to us a deep and vital spring of
love and hope, of which we may say that
it is there waiting for us, like the home that
awaits the traveller over the weary upland
at the foot of the far-looming hill. It may
come to us as a perpetual sign that we are
not forgotten, and that the joy of which it
makes mention survives all interludes of
strife and uneasiness. It is easy to slight
and overlook it, but if we do that, we are
deluded by the passing storm into believing
that confusion and not peace is the end.
As George Meredith nobly wrote, during